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five miles an hour. If we set it down on a farmhouse or a
building—where were we? And the fuel was running out
just like the sand in an hour-glass.
You might have reckoned what our lives were worth by
drops of gasoline, I suppose. They surely weren't worth any
more than that.
But despite this, it can truthfully be said that none of us
got excited. Perhaps when a man gets the final sentence he
doesn't get excited. Between readings and between trying to
glimpse a single tiny rift in the fog, we sat or stood. Some-
times we talked back and forth—always on paper, of course.
Commander Byrd even lay down a while to get what rest
was possible. I have wondered since what he was thinking of
in those minutes.
We would need all the strength we had when we took
that last gamble. So I stretched out a while, too, and Acosta
and Balchen glanced back whenever they could. All of us
were going to need all we had when the gas in our life clock,
if you might call it that, ran out—and it couldn't be long
now. You may wonder if we had accepted conditions as a
sentence beyond recall. No, we had not. We did not give up
hope to the last. All of us felt that there was a chance, an
awfully slim chance, but it was a chance just the same.
That three hours from the time the die was cast, or per-
haps it was a trifle under three hours, I spent in chats with
Acosta and Balchen. I said chats, but they were on paper
on account of the noise of the motors. We could not talk.
With Acosta and Balchen we looked over the maps, trying
to dope out where we were, if by any possibility we might
be back along the coast or over water. It did not bring any
practical results to speak of, but it was all we could do.
And always in between we were watching that inestimably
precious supply of gas. That was what would finally decide
everything. Our fate, even our lives, were in those gas tanks.
I hate to think of what might have happened if we had car-
ried even a few gallons less of gasoline. Our escape is an

